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POEMS. 



IN THB GALILXX OF DURHAM CATBBDIL&.L. 

Let him who thinks this age is to be won 
F;rom all the deeds of mischief it has done, 
By gentlest admonitions, go to see 
The tomb of Bede, in Durham's Galilee.^ 
Safe sleeps the saint beyond misfortune's reach. 
And calunmy may rail, and dulness preach, 
But never shall the doubly grating sound 
Impair his honours, or his patience wound ! 
Yet wears the stone, in its dismantled nook, 
A dark, forbidding, stem, indignant look. 
As if (since Truth disdains our air to breathe. 
And flies for refuge to the vaults of death) 
It felt its granite entrails inly bleed. 
O'er the wrong'd bones of miserable Bede. 
Descend, thou pitying angel, ^ and erase 
His honour'd title from its ancient place ! 
This age has proved, by logic sound and stable, 
That what none venerate is not venerable.^ 



True, the pale saint did breathe monaatic air. 
And daily bow'd his knees in public prayer;* 
True, liis great epirit pass'd, by triala liard. 
Through fast and vigil, to its groat reward; 
And ills ne'er-shrinking hand exhausted fell 
Dead, on th' illumined page it loved so well :' 
But cells monastic suit not times like these ! 
Dull, daily prayer is made for Pharisees ! ^ 
Fasting 'a a trick, with which astucioua Rome 
Cheats God and man — this world and that to come. 
And Scripture, hy tradition's light illumed. 
Is fit for souls in ignorance entomb'd 
And to the body subjugate ! — times ! 
O manners ! Who shall number up the crimes 
Which, in thia ^ddy turmoil, have laid waste 
The unimagined glories of the past ! 
Can Keble's fancy give, or Hook instil. 
With vanquish'd language bending to his will. 
One faint conception of the burst of praise, 
Tliat rose, Durham, iu tha ancient days. 
Thine endless aisles and awful tow'rs among. 
Ere Rome, as yet, vrith smooth delusive tongue,' 
Her spells through all the charmed air had huri'd,' 
And iix'd her grasp ujion the prostrate world i 
Sad change has come — but let it stir to prayer 
And vigorous deeds, not freeze us to despair. 
Behold yon azure regions of the sky, 
Which change with ev'ry wind that lives on high, 
Now blushing in the purple liglit of mom. 
Now pale with vapours, now by tempests torn, 



Anon resuming all their peace again. 

And bidding sun-beams course o'er hill and plain, 

"Wh He joyous Earth the dews of gladness quaffs. 

And Ocean dons his countless gems, and laughs ;" 

Yet are they ruled hy Him who sits above. 

And alt those countless revolntione move 

To heaveidy music ; nor shall Time ha^e power 

To stop them, till Creation's latest hour, 

Wien Heav'n and Earth new-made shall rise, and 

Immortal robes, imperishably fair l^" 

Such is the Church of God, a fabric proved 

By storm and sunshine, but in change unmoved. 

As Time his circle runs, she dauntless hears 

Tb' unearthly voices of the fleeting years, 

Which cry unto each other in their flight. 

And learns their lore, bnt bends not to their might 

And we, on History's page, as in a glass, 

May see each shade along her surface pass. 

First rose the faultless blushes of the day 

New-bom — and pass'd reluctantly away. 

Next, with moat subtle speed, was seen to come 

A dread malaria creeping up from Rome, 

And gathering into vapours, dark of hue. 

Such as the prime of morning never knew. 

Then silence reign'd a space — when, on the blast "-^ 

A stormy spirit sprung, in fiery haste. 

Before him drove the donds with thunder rtv'n. 

And gave to discord all the face of Heav'n ! 

Discord, which never since has left the sky. 

But still extends its lurid pall on high ; 
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Yet not /or ever! — not for e 
Shall the clouda thTeaten, and the thunders roar. 
They reach not upward to the springs of light ; 
And Heav'n shall check these couriers of the night 
When comes the destin'd hour; meanwhile, we bow 
Like reeda before the wind; but even now 
Some hopeful symptoms stnigglingly appear! 
One little spot of sky, serene and clear, 
Shoote from the genial south a cheering ray,'^ 
Which yet may spread, and giTe ua back the day. 



Faint not, meanwhile, ye comforters of Earth ! 
Ye band of brothers of celestial birth, 
God speed ! But Oh ! beware of those, who stand 
With half-averted eye, and falt'ring hand, 
And think, in times like these, to dwell apart! 
This work asks hand to hand, and heart to heart ! 
Be one, or perish ! Let the World descry 
What faults she may, with her diatemper'd eye; 
But aid not you her vision, nor betray 
When virtue stumbles on her onward way ! 
A brother's failing wo can seo — hut not 
When green-eyed malice gloats upon the blot. 
Leave we to jealous age and titt'ring youth 
To count the freckles on the face of Truth ! 
For us, when battle breaks upon our ken. 
We see the moving host, and not the men ; 
Nor care if ev'ry dart hy rule be thrown. 
Or ev'ry sword be drawn in unison ! 
On then ! and vict'ry ait upon your helms ! 



See Darkness trembles in her ancient realms, 
And loud, from porch and altar, sounds the groan 
Of her false gods, preparing to be gone.^* 

For me, who thus a poet's tears have shed 
O'er this fair frame, from which the soul is fled, 
Methinks the stillness of this hallow'd air 
Rebukes my sorrow, and forbids despair ; 
And, as I muse beneath these arches grey. 
Soft, holy whispers come, which seem to say, — 
" A few short years, and I, who prostrate mourn, 
Shall see my guardians to their place return. 
Angelic essences, who trod of yore 
These airy galleries, and this sculptured floor ! ^ ^ 
Ev'n now the cloister d Virtues, nightly, come 
And haunt this sacred place, their ancient home. 
(Not in the garish day^ for then the air 
Is full of earthy tones of lip-bom prayer. 
And music sweet, to which each grace is giv'n 
But that which lifts the pensive soul to Heaven.)i*^ 
Undying Hope appears, and fervid Love, 
And Faith with eyes illumined from above. 
And Self-denial pale, and Truth severe. 
And the lost form of Reverential Fear. 
When showers of moonlight gild the Galilee, 
And my hush'd aisles are sleeping peacefully, 
And sounds unearthly die along the nave. 
They come ! And oft they pause upon this grave. 
And sighs escape, and tears celestial flow — 
But not for him who sleeps in peace below. 

A3 
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Then pass tbey on to trace, witli noiseless feet, 

Their wonted round ; and 't is a vision sweet 

To see tbose radiant creatures of the air, 

Glide unmolested through this place of prayer ! 

Now scanning, one by one, with ardent gaze. 

The relica of the pomp of otiier days ; 

Now kneeling, statue-like, in trance profound, 

With claaped hands, and wings that touch the groundji 

And ever, as the altar meets their eyes. 

Bowing their crowned heads in lowliest wise. 

As lilies, on whose leaves tlie moonbeam rests. 

Bend in the breeze of night their snowy crests !" 



But heaee, delightful (aneies ! the wild roar 
Of the rude world begins to rise once more ; 
And, OB the fisher leaves the sheltering hay, 
To spend 'mid restless waves a stormy day. 
So fares it now with me — my steadfast eyes 
Shun not the prospeet that before them lies; 
Albeit each danger of the way they know. 
The clouds above, the treach'rous rocks below. 
My work ia there, and in my work my heart ; 
Yet never from my inmost soul shall part 
The memory of tliee, thou glorious pile. 
Or the fond hope that Ileaven once more will smile 
Upon thy desolation ; — and my prayer. 
Daily, with this request shall tire the air. 
And thoQ, my Country, whUc such structures stand. 
Maintain their order'd pomps with bounteous hand ; 
And Oh! protect them, for, if these decay. 



11 

Thine ancient face of greatness dies away ! 
All frustrate then thy marvels on the main ; 
Thy peerless troops shall awe the world in vain ; 
Thy wond'ring counsellors shall find their skill 
False to their trust, and unsuccessful still. 
Ah ! thou, who in the cedars mak'st thy nest, 
While sad religion weeps with woes opprest, 
And the lone spider weaves her dark'ning pall 
O'er the fall'n altar, and the mildew'd wall, 
Can st thou not hear e'en now, from day to day, 
A stem, low sound of vengeance on its way ? 
What mean these marshallings of men of blood. 
These heavings of the godless multitude ; 
The Atheist's sneer, and Sorrow's wailing cry, 
And Famine side by side with Luxury ! 
In Zion's palmy days, did Israel's race 
With trembling dread regard the Holy Place, 
And prostrate in the dust their foreheads pale 
When the High Pontiff pass'd within the veil ? 
And shall we Christians view with careless eyes. 
Our holier rites, and deeper mysteries?^® 
Forbid it Faith ! Forbid it all ye powers 
Who tend our spirits in our wiser hours ! 
We need not borrow for our island home 
Geneva's meanness, or the toys of Rome ; 
In decent splendour let our temples rise ; 
But this we mtist have, or all virtue dies ! 
A Church, which loves invisible to be. 
The thoughtless many will not, cannot see, 
And in Religion, if extremes we touch. 
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Far worse to err by little, than by much. 
Hear then, once more, the monitory strain ! 
Call these fair structures into life again, 
Or slumVring judgment will awake from sleep. 
And loose for thee the fountains of the deep.^*^ 
Hast thou forgot that in thy bosom dwell 
A thousand sects instinct with fiery zeal ? 
All full of light, all favour d of the Lord ! 
Let but th' avenging angel give the word. 
They rush at once to bathe their hands in gore. 
And tear thee piecemeal, as they did of yore ! 
1842. 



WRITTEN ON THK NORTH-BAST COAST OP SNOLAND, NKAR THR MOUTH 0> 

THB TEB8, 1842. 

Who would not think that Peace and Rest 
In this sweet spot had made their nest ? 
The hamlet still, that seems to sleep 
Upon the margin of the deep ; 
The placid bay, expanding wide 
Its arms, as welcoming the tide, 
Which catches, on its billowy breast. 
Each breeze that wanders from the east, — 
And making, in this sultry hour, 
More pleasant solace from the power 
Of cloudless summer's dazzling skies. 
Than soothes the shepherd, as he lies 
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Far inland, where the zephjTs dwell 

By waters dark, in haunted dell : 

It is, in sooth, a prospect fair ! 

But lovelier still the vision were, 

If, on yon cliff's advancing height, 

Whence the lone corm'rants wing their flight,^® 

Some house of blest seclusion stood, 

I 

Morning and evening o'er the flood 

Wafting its solemn call to prayer; 

And if pale," sainted virgins there, 

Or cloister d brothers, ev'ry day. 

Met at that call to kneel and pray ! 

Sweetly the sound would wander o'er 

The list'ning wave and lonely shore. 

And float upon the fitful breeze 

Far up the windings of the Tees ! 

A sober house ! A peaceful fold !^* 

By foreign influence uncontroll'd ; 

But throwing wide, with homage dread. 

Its gates before the mitred head. 

And looking to the pow'rs that be 

With open face of loyalty. 

As conscious that no darkness dwells 

Within its unpolluted cells ! 

Such blessed iiomes, in early days. 

Our Christian sires were wont to raise, 20 

Long ere the Roman wizard broke 

The British lion to his yoke. 

And very long ere Luther found — 

As, with rough hand, from holy ground 
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He pluck'd the intertwisted tares— 
That Truth a delicate blossom bears, 
Which, when its beauty droops, demands 
Uowearied care and gentlest handa ; 
For, if a ruder touch it feel. 
Albeit from well-intention'd zeal. 
It shrinks that ingtnnt, and sustains 
A shock through all its nerves and veins, 
And, haply, never more displays 
The loveliness of earlier days ! 



Ah 1 Peace and Rest, full sweet ye are 
To man, the child of doubt and care ! 
But this bleak climate of the earth 
Is not the region of your birth ; 
And here, how sweet soe'er the spot 
Tliat lures you, ye inhabit not ! 
As birds, which ride with easiest motion 
Upon the restless swell of ocean. 
Make bnt a transient sojourn there, 
Now on the wave, and now in air, 
So visit ye th' abodes of men ! 
Far upward we must soar — and then 
Our hearts shall find ye, as ye move 
Where larger ether spreads above. 
And Heaven's eternal sunshine flings 
Its purple light upon your wings l^"^ 
Here ye Uvo not — nay, such the strife 
We meet vrith in this mortal life, 
That oft, we would not have it cease. 
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And dread the very name of Peace. 
Such were the times when Israel's day 
Of penitence had past away, 2 2 
And the Church, rising, pour d abroad 
Her martyrs on their thorny road. 
Full sternly fell the Leader s word, 
" Not Peace I send ye, but a sword !" 
Scom'd by the world, but not alone. 
The bright undaunted host press'd on 
Through paths of danger, traced 4n blood. 
Through dungeon dark, and fiery flood ; 
Nor did their virgin spirits see 
One hour of sweet security. 
Or cease in armed watch to stand, 
Till vanquish'd Death, with icy hand, 
Unbarr'd the gates, and on their eyes 
Pour d the bright scenes of Paradise. 

But wherefore thus our glances cast 
Back to the pictures of the past ? 
These too are, surely, times, when ease 
And slumbers soft no more should please. 
True, this sweet bay was made for Rest, 
And Peace is sleeping on the crest 
Of ev'ry billow on its breast ! 
Fair are these skies, this hamlet fair ! 
Gently yon mountains rear in air. 
Fold above fold, their mantles blue ! 
But soldiers good, and liegers true. 
Where is our time for peace and rest. 
When Zion s towers by foes are prest. 
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And when within, as all around, 
Defection and distrust are found ? 
Who shall to sleep volnptnous yield. 
When Joab sweats in tented field. 
And the Lord's banner 'mid the host, 
Reels like a bark by tempest tost ? 



Adieu ! sweet placid bay ! — adieu, 
Ye soft refreshing winds ! — and you 
Ye m on □ tains lone, that kiss tjie clonda. 
Sleep on beneath your purple shrouds ! 
We 've seen — and we have loved — enough ! 
The world's wide waste is hard and rough, 
But (Awe our destined pathway lies. 
And thither we direct our eyes, 
Not timidly, but with the mien 
Of men who battle oft have seen. 
And borne upon their sounding shields 
The fiery shafts of liard-fought fields. "^ 
Set on ! — for pleasure's sweetness never 
Our bosoms from our foes sliall sever ! 
Set on ! — for, though this path of ours 
Beleaguer'd he by all the powers 
Of darkness, and the cheerful day 
Turn, as in fear, its beams away. 
While SODS of Belial round us eome, 
Muttering their watchwords through the gloc 
And pressing on in armed bands, 
Since the dear Church in peril stands. 
And duty's call is on the gale, 
That path is fair as Tempe's vale I 
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ET TU, BRUTE ! 

ON THE8K WORDS OF WORDSWORTH, 

" We must be free or die, who speak the tongue 
That Shakspeare spoke ; the faith and morals hold 
Which Milton held."— Vol. iii., p. 190. 

O Wordsworth, Wordsworth, has thou felt the spell. 

Thou too, which o'er this land so long has hung? 

Of Milton s faith the knell at Nice was rung 

Long ages since, and Milton's morals dwell 

Where it would shock the pious muse to tell. 

His was the pen, and his the daring tongue, 

Which toil'd so hard to justify the wrong 

When martyr'd Charles upon the scaffold fell I^* 

His was the hand which shook the marriage-bond> 

And strove, with Arius, to withdraw the rays 

That circle the Redeemer's throne on high. 

Cease then, sweet bard, thy panegyric fond-^ 

The Lord supreme of peerless poesy — 

No more; it is the limit of his praise ! 
1842. 



From Bolton Bridge to Barden tow'rs 
Few be the miles that intervene. 

Yet search this lovely land of ours, 
Ye shall not find a lovelier scene. 
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Whether by darkling Wharf we rove, 
Down in the shadowy vale profound, 

Or tread the wooded heights above, 
'T is magic all, and fairy ground. 

Safe in the consecrated earth 
Sleep ancient Bolton's holy men. 

Yet fancy sees them issuing forth 
On these, their wonted walks, again. 

The Abbot and his grave compeers. 
In solemn talk, are wand'ring there ; 

And here a younger band, whose years 
Seem strangers yet to grief and care. 

Sins had our sires, no doubt, and many. 
Of which we taste the bitter fruit ; 

But, surely, 't was the worst of any 

To strike thee, Bolton, branch and root ! 

What had'st thou done, thou sweetest nest. 
That grasping hands, and hearts unkind. 

Should rend thy children from thy breast. 
And send them fluttering down the wind ? 

Nor thine alone ; — a goodly train 

Have lost, like thine, their homes of bliss; 
Yet better have you all again, 

Than such a motley world as this ! 
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Our souls, if gloomy days must come, 
Of evils twain would choose the less, 

And rather bear the chains of Rome, 
Than Protestant licentiousness.^ '^ 

Heaven, e'en in error long protects 
A genuine Church, — ^but what are these ? 

A creedless, headless mob of sects. 
With dark, dishonoured pedigrees. 

Behold the land ! the roar of strife 
Comes e'en to thee, thou hermit lone ; 

And see ! while faction grasps the knife. 
Fanatic furies urge her on.2« 

blessed times ! when creeds and rules 

(Old almanacs) are cast aside. 
And stammering babes and very fools 

Walk as they will the waters wide. 

For card or compass what care they ? 

Freely they move before the blast ! 
Some star will shine upon their way. 

Some point will be attain d at last. 

Will peace attend these gadding flocks ? 

As well believe that peace lies hid 
In Wharf's dark bosom, where the rocks 

Close in, and grasp him in the Strid ! 
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No ! — ^love must learn for God to strike, 

If vital truths in danger be : 
The faith that smiles on all alike 

Is arrant infidelity. 

Peace is not won by wiles like these ; 

She scorns their mean, degraded art, 
Who think with oily lips to please. 

While war lies smould'ring in the heart. ^"^ 

Yet flow in hope^ thou struggling river ! 

Despair not yet, ye ruins grey ! 
The truth may be depressed — ^but never 

Shall weep her spirit quite away. 

As parted streams conjoin, * 8 and time 
Gives beauty to the shatter d stone. 

So keeps the Church her course sublime, 
For ever moving surely on ! 

Whatever departs, He still is here. 
Who taught our mitred sires of old, 

To brave Augustine's glance of fear. 
And warn him from the British fold.^* 

Inviolate island ! steps divine 

Are still upon thy charter d fields 1 

What though thy foes their hosts combine, 
Vain all the force their malice wields ! 
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1842. 



Thy Church shall rise ! — her spirit calls, 
O Bolton, through thine ancient woods ! 

We feel her in thy ruin'd walls, 
We hear her in thy rushing floods ! 



SttlDtm Sulton ^itg antf jFimntamsf. 

Wild and poetic is the road which leads 
Among the lonely lakes and mountains, 

From Bolton s sterner beauties, to the meads 
Which clasp and kiss the feet of Fountains. 

When Heaven, with aspect menacing and murk, 
Mist after mist along the waste impels. 

That space of thirty miles is weary work. 
To men who cross on foot those unfrequented fells. 

Commingling earth and skies, descends amain 
The weeping deluge, full and free. 

Not shed in equable and kindly rain. 
But driv'n in surges, like the sea ! 

The flocks lift up the meek imploring eye, 
The birds, dispersed before the rising wind. 

Fling o'er the listening heath their wailing cry. 
Then dart into the blast, and leave the storm behind. 

Sweet were the days when golden links of love 
From Bolton reach'd to smiling Fountains, 



And, daily, aandall'd monka were seen to move, 
On errands kind, among these mountains. 

then, like queens they lifted up their eyes, 
And spread their arms in statelinesa of growth. 

And loud upraised their anthems to the skies, 
Who now as widows sit, and silence chains them both 1 I 

The world, e'en now, surveys their ruins fair 

Delighted, but remembers not 
That shadows of departed crimes are there, 

And will not leave the sacred spot ! 
Rapine and sacrilege walk hand in hand. 

And fiends, with ghastly smiles, recall the day 
When mitred fathers join'd th' oppressor's band, 
And bore from plunder'd ahrines th' accursed spoils awaj-. 

Such are the shades which round those relics dwell ; 

Yet look abroad o'er hill and plain. 
And mark the signs, which eloquently tell 

That ruin'd walla may rise again. 
Imposture's game be^na to fail at last,*" 

Nor needs it now a prophet's glance to see 
That fierco fanatic heats are fading fast 
Before the twilight hour of sweet sobriety, 



The weary momitain beos, at close of day. 
Return their honied rest to take ; 

The startled swans, when thunder dies away, 
Besurae their coaclave on the lake; 
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And pensive spirits, when their time is come, 
Will seek again the mountain and the wold, 
To make mid Hermon s moonlight dews their 
home,^ ^ 
And shed their tears in peace, as in the days of old. 

It is an instinct ; — O thou boaster. Reason, 

"Where are thy fetters to control 
The migratory nations in their season. 

Or bind the winged human soul ? 
Leave then, for ever leave this work alone. 

Nor trust beyond its sphere thy feeble rod, 
A tide is on its way, which will flow on. 
And will for ever flow — ^for it proceeds from God. 

Church of my country, child of desolation ! 
Thy failing eyes run down with waters. 
But thou shalt be again a holy nation, 

And clasp once more thy sons and daughters! 
Wonders on land, and wonders on the deep. 
Has England done, — ^but, lone one, where wert 
thou? 
In solitary places did'st thou weep 
Thy pleasant things laid waste, — ^but God regards thee 
now! 

And on thy breath suspended is the weal 
Of all this busy realm brings forth ! 
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Fair blooms the flow'r, while shades and night 
conceal 
The root which beara it in the earth ; 
Smooth glides the vessel, while the power that steers 

Her gallant coiirso lies hid beneath the wave ; 
And thou, amid thy loneliness and tears, 
Ooataineat all the strength of all this surface brave ! 



Ab me ! they know thee not, who take their station, 

By choice, 'mid earthly strifes and cares ! 
But, in the shadowy world of meditation. 
Thy blessed things come out like stars. 
Too restless have we been, — too far and fast 
Our feet have wandcr'd; henceforth we mueli 
learn 
To read thee in the ruins of the past. 
And from this present scene our sober'd eyes to tumJ 
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Ye wizards, who have fill'd our world with wonder. 
And captive led our guileless dames. 

The time is come to break your wands asunder. 
And give your volumes to tho flames,'^ 

Ask ye of Bolton, ask of ruin'd Fountuns, 
If your's the patli our martyr'd fathers trod. 

And back shall come their answer from the monn- 

That ye are sorcerers all, and not the power of God.'^ 



But see the sun retiring in the west, 
His roseate banner wide unfurl'd'. 
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Great orb ! thou goest to thy curtain'd rest, 

And we to the tumultuous world ! 
O may we learn of thee to walk aright. 

From morning's earliest dawn to evening's close, 
Sowing our dying path with mellow'd light, 
And looking eastward still, from whence we first arose ! 



in i^t Catacomb nrCtitv lEltpon Cai^ttixaL 

There is at Ripon, under the Cathedral, a collection of innumerable skulls and 
bones, which are ranged round the wall in the most exact order. The 
following lines were suggested by a visit to the place. The guides com- 
monly draw the attention of visiters to the unusual formation of certain 
skulls, to the vast weight and size of particular bones, and to the wonder- 
ful diversity of expression which appears in the skulls, as they look from 
their niches in the walls ; these cirumstances are here alluded to. 

Lo ! bones on bones around this circuit spread. 

In ghastly neatness! 
As sapless as the dust, for worms have fed 

On all their sweetness ! 
O ye, who love to ponder o'er the dead. 
Come, wander here, among these silent nations, — 
The spoils, in open sight, of many generations ! 

See here a skull, of a peculiar race, 

A shape unknown ! 
And here, as heavy as an iron mace, 

A giant bone ! 
If such the thigh, say what the form and face ? 



And vhat the bduI, that in euch limbs abode ? 

Perchance it scaled the heav'ns, and dared to figbt with 
God! 

Ye cannot find of old a i)eaceful giant ; 

They walk'd in blood ! 
And would not bear with mortals uucompliant, 

Or be withstood ; 
But lived, as though the world had been their clieni 
And so it is, o'en to this present hour, 
That Sin is ever near the chariot wheels of Power! 
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This looks fiA'e death — but some of these maybreathe 

In this abode ! 
A living power has touch'd them, and in dcatb ^M 

They live to God!^' H 

Above this faded forehead, like a wreath, ^H 

Hangs haply, though we see it not, a sgul, 
Which ran the race of iaith, and victor touch'd the goal. 

No death forsucA.' — and yet the shrines which hold 

These sons of light, 
Do sometimes, in the lapse of years, was old 

And perish quite ! 
I mean that Churches — once erect and bold — 
Corrupt, and give forth noxious exhalations. 
Then fall, and cease to cast a light upon the nationgu 

Tho mother perishes — the children live. 

Now, as of old, 
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Add God, who bids the radiant work survive, 

Destroys the mould ! 
May'st thou, our aged mother, grow and thrive ! 
But there are restless meteors in thy sky. 
Which speak thy strength impair'd, and tell of danger 
nigh! 

Can dry bones live ? Can Churches in decay 

Their cearments burst. 
And stand at once in beautiful array. 

As when, at first, 
They told their jewels on their bridal day ? 
Such things have been — ^but then, they come like 
thunder 
In the dead hour of night, and strike with awe and 
wonder ! 

Not evil only, but unlook'd-for good. 

Is full of fear. 
And tells ev'n drivelling folly's godless brood 

That God is near !8» 
When rise the waters, in a time of flood. 
No mighty signs their mighty strength betray. 
But small, low sounds declare the barriers giving way ! 

What peace is here! — we look from one toother — 

No two the same ! 
Yet not one opes his mouth upon his brother 

To praise or blame ! 
And may not we, who call the Church our mother, 

b2 



^^^^^ ^^^ 


Be taught from hence our fierceness to reprove. 


And veil our bickering swords in myrtle bands of love. 


One mighty voice of all antiquity ' ^^M 


Deeides our faith ;3» ^^M 


One baptism binds our great community ; ^^| 


And, when, in death, ^^| 


Our Bouli encounter with eternity, ^^H 


And this vain world, with all its cares, is gone. 


One Judge will sift ub all before the great white throne ! 


What of the night ? The wild winds strain and 


strive— 


T is fearfnl weather ! 


And shaU not common danger make ua live ^^| 


In love together? ^H 


Betnrn, return, the kiss of peace to give ! ^H 


Or down will sink onr vessel in the wave, ^^| 


And fiends, who ride the stomi,-will hiss above he* ^^| 


I 


Better to dwell m such a houae as this ' ^H 


And view death's treasures, ^^ 




And swims in pleasures ; 




And safer far a brow of sober sadness. 


Than bright and roving eyes, which axe akin to mad- 


^^^ 1 



Mother of aainte ! not such thy looks of love ! 

And loss and shame 
Alight ou ill! who would thy looks reprove ! 

But joy to them, 
Who from thy brow majestic would remove 
The meretricious braveries of folly, 
And leave thee what thou art, a matron grave uud hoty ! 

Truth, thy throne is here beneath the earth ! 

And louder teachers. 
Who shake yon upper regions, are not worth 

Thy tongueless preachers ! 
But hark ! the siren world invites ns forth ! 
Frail thing ! She lives in sunshine and in sound, 
And dreads the bracing air that meets her under ground! 
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I know thee, Fancy, with thy venturous wings! 

And where is there a corner of the world. 

To which thon oan'st not roach ? Thou walkest safe 

The moving mountains of the midnight deep, 

And hangest o'er the gulphs, which earthquakes make, 

To whelm devoted cities ; and the wind. 

Which none can understand, is known to thee ! 

Yet woe to him who gives thy neck the rein ! 



These flights of thine are dangerous ; and the n 
Who soars with tliee, maj' soar like Icame, 
And learn to write his name upon the waves. 



I know tliat wondrous Sprite, who dwelt of old 
In depth of Indian woods, and oft was heard. 
At eyening, by the Ganges, or the might 
Of Barampooter, singing sweetest songa; 
In Egypt afterwards he tarried long ; 
And tonch'd with flying foot on Palestine ; 
But made his home, at last, in sunny Greece, 
'Mid shrines and oracles, — and from hb lips 
Pour'd forth so deep and ravishing a strain. 
That, even now, it haunts our willing ears. 
And hangs about the echoes of the world. 
Ah ! mighty poets have been sway'd by thee. 
Speaking thy language solely — but 't is past, 
That day of charming unrealities 



Is past long si 






r will return ! 



I know that little glittering tlitug, which shuns 
The eye of man, making its bed in darkness. 
Or mixing with the sands of mountain streams: 
Yet does man bring it from its hiding places. 
And make it, earthly as it is, a God ! 
And vigorous spirits have been brought to bow 
To this idolatry, and made their smiles 
As current as the stamp on Caesar's coin, 
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In worship of this God. Ye Poeta ange, 
Whose favoar'd souls imbibe of light divine 
The finer particles, and are as beams, 
Which shoot ill parallel lines along the earth 
At evening hour, crowning the little hills 
With glory, and making all things, great and small, 
More lovely than thoy look at other times, 
Beware this shining fiend, whose numbing touch 
Is worse than Oirce's, though, in ancient days, 
He gave the colour to Apollo's hair. 
And glitter'd in the tendons of his lyre ! 



I know that flying mischief, ever growing,^" 
Who Uvea on motion, and supplies his strength 
With rumours, which he gathers as be goes : 
Creeping at first in fear, but soon aloft 
Upraised, bis feet on earth, hia front in heav'n ! 
Of the old giant brood the youngest bom ; 
So swift of foot, that wings he needeth none. 
And yet hath wings as agile as the wind; 
A Tast, portentous being, fledge with plumes 
Innumerable, and under each an eye 
Which never sleeps, and under each a tongue 
Wbich nothing knows of silence but the name. 
When night her shadow spreads from earth to heav'n. 
Tlu'ough the mid-gloom he sends his restless voice. 
Troubling the dreams of men, and never yet 
Was known to steep his lids in dewy sleep. 
All day upon the tops of highest roofs. 



Or lofty towers, he keeps unceasing watoh, 
Making the gaping crowda uf mighty cities 
Bun np and down, in search of shadowy food. 
Now tinged with truth, now sugar'd o'er with lies. 
Such monster I do know, and know hia name. 
And knuw, alas ! that many goodly souls, 
Enamour'd of his form, have loved too weU 
Those thousand tongues, and ever-watchftil eyes. 
A splendid weakness ! an illustrious sin ! 
Frequenting much the summits of the world ; 
Tet not unknown in Men more lowly walks, 
To village maids, and rude unletter'd hinds. 
But fatal, surely, whereaoe'er it dwell. 
Whether in gross, uncultivated aouls. 
Or in tb' ethereal mind, which roves at will 
Beyond this world, and walks among the stars. 



I know a graceful shape, which always holds 
A mirror to its eyes, and wears a crown 
Of many-colour'd feathers, oft displaced. 
And oft restored, because the wearer's self 
Is like those feathers, variable and vain ; 
And never does that fickle creature keep. 
Its posture for a minute, moving still. 
Like forma imprinted on the wandering clouds. 
And are there those who con debase their souls 
To follow, day and night, the zig-zag course 
Of such a thing as this ? As well believe. 
That 'angels could desert their seats on high, 



And journey earthward on their glorious wing 
In chace of gilded hutterfliea, who flit 
From fiow'r to flow'r, and lead a truant life 
Before the vernal breeze ! And yet 't is so — 
There are among us, who can stoop in soul 
To follow, day and night, the zig-zag course 
Of such a thing as this ; content t' ohey — 
So fame or profit may their steps attend — 
Their freakish guide, wherever he may lead. 



And now I know that all these several powers 
Are earthly, sordid, and unfit to sway 
The soul, wliich feels its mighty destinies. 
And would its duties worthily fulfil. 
Protect me, ye good angels, while I strive 
To bring within the compass of my thoughts 
The wondrous ways of Him, who ought to be — 
Aa of all pow'r and might He is the source — 
The master and the mover of all minds 
That wield the mighty spells of poesy, 
And pour themselves abroad in various verse. 
Where are the men who comprehend indeed 
The Christian story? Does our busy world. 
All-knowing though it be, precisely know 
What Christians are ? We see the font of stone 
Stand on the threshold of the house of God, 
And, in our infancy, the sprinkled lymph 
Bedews our foreheads; but of what ensues 
Have we beheld the picture ? The great sea. 



e love, 



due? ., 
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"Which holds its mirror to the land n 

And bids it aay, " I am, and there is none 

Like me in all the earth," can it compare 

"With that small round, whoao consecrated wai 

Can change the spirit's being, and decide 

ItB future colour? O stupendous thought, 

What words can welcome thee with roveronce 

The babe, on whom these blessed waters fall. 

Becomes a temple, and his mortal flosh, 

Touch'd from aboTe, is mortal now no more ; 

lu soul and body renovate, he goes 

A charter'd creature forth into tlie world. 

And wherefore so ? Becanso the Chiist himself. 

The Word incarnate, through the Spirit, cornea 

To dwell within him, filling wondrously. 

In very flesh and bones, his human soul, — 

And in the Word the Father ! Who, then, now 

Can doubt from whence the Christian bard receives 

His inspiration? Not on Fancy's wings 

Upboruc, nor tickled with the fleeting dreams 

Of Fable, or the glittering lure of Gold, 

Nor spell-bound by the thousand eyes of Fame, 

Nor led by Fashion's changes, does he move ; 

Celestial is his calling, and his light 

Is light from Heaven, which never leads astray. 

The dews baptismal, bringing gifts to all, 

To him have giv'n a pensive sadness, oft 

A cause of suff'ring, — and so meant to be. 

No doubt, by Him, who knows this world's defects, 

And wills that we should feel them. Glorious views 
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Of an eternal region — ^nobler far 

Than ever was unfolded to the mind 

Of Homer, as he sat on Scio's shore, 

Luird into contemplation by the sound 

Of breaking waves — reveal themselves to him ; 

And thoughts more lofty than on Plato's brow 

Descended, when the shades of coming night 

Surprised him musing in the silent groves. 

On earth one object only fills his soul. 

But that one object in itself includes 

All great and holy things in earth and heav'n, — 

Albeit its name is slighted now, and strange. 

And understood by few, — ^the Church of God ! 



" The Prince of Wales and the Princess Royal were taken out twice to-day, 
accompanied by the Dowager Lady Lyttelton." — Cottrt Circular. 

Glory to Kings, who Virtue can descry 
Through her drawn veil of modesty, 
And raise from ducal halls, or from the dust. 

The wise, the fearless, and the just. 
To form a temper d light around their seat. 
And cheer the chequer d realm with consolation sweet ! 

So reign'd the sainted Louis, — such the praise 

That waits on Alfred's golden days. 
So was it that " Elizabeth" became 

A watchword on the lips of Fame, 
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And BO it is with her, who bears, e'en now, 
Elizabethan glories on her youthful brow ! 

I look, at humble distance, on thy Court, 

Thou Queen of more than regal port. 
And Bcan ita spleniiours till mine eyes grow dii 

From those dread infants, up to him. 
Who walks enveloped in liis wondrous story, 
Aa if 't wore aotliing worth, and robes him in that glory IM 

Where Earth collects her brightest and her best. 

How shall these feeble eyes find rest ! 
O pardon, if, in aJl this blaze of light, 

I pause upon this gentle sight. 
This matron unrcproved, who throws her arms 
Around tbyroyal babes, and shelters them from harms. 

Angels, O LytteltoD, o'crlook with thee 

The cradled sleep of Royalty, 
As there, with fix'd affection, undeterr'd, 

Thou sittest, like the wakeful bird 
That warms ber e^lets with her outstretch'd winga, I 
And kindleet trom thy soul, the souls of future kings 1 I 

England in thee, with one unfaltering voice. 

Exulting hails her sovereign's choice. 
For who so fit ber darling hope to rear. 

As thou, in whom ts pictured clear 
A Spencer's steadlaat soul, nor that alone, 
But all the wit and grace that marks & Lyttelton ? 
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And Koaven voBcbeafcH thy recompense to be, 
Wbo gives tbee children wortliy tliee, 

And from its bounteous treasury lota fall 
Talents and goodness on them all, 

But sheds, indulgent, on thine eldest bom, 
Tlie virtues of a sa^e in manhood's early mora. 

Qo crown the work in Hagley's shades begun, 
And make thy sovereign like thy sod ! 

80 shall his sceptred mother smiling own 
A fit successor of her throne, 

A child, who, like herself, unacared shall be 
By tumults on the land, or terrors of the sea ! 

Come forth, ye joyous Hours, and turn in flight 

The sable coursers of the night ! 
For now the rosy dawn its comfort brings. 

And, borne on many-oolour'd wings, 

Hope, like an angel, springs into the skies, 

And opens to the day the tide of centuries.* ^ 

And see, while Folly trembles for her reign. 

Religion rears her front again, 
And he, who broke the fetters of the slare, 

Lives in his sons the Chorch to save. 
All tells that England's prince her pride shall be. 
And with bis mother's virtues, rule o'er land and sea ! 
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Down in the bottom of the deep 

The watera do for ever sleep; 

When Yioleuce and wrong go forth. 
They strike the Burface, not the heart, of Earth ; 
And when the tempest rends the landscape fiur, 
It stire not with its wings the higher fields of air. 

Now Christian hearts are like this wave. 
That will not hear when billows rave ; 
Their spirits have been tonch'd with balm, 
Which makes them, like the Earth's recesses, calm ; j 
And a strange fixedness is theirs, which shrouds 
Their souls in peace, like that which dwells above the | 
clouds. 

Not stocks, indeed, and stones are they, — 
The gales of Earth around them play, 
And give them joy, and give them pain ; 

But then they tremble into peace again ! 

The surfaee only feels the passing thrill. 

The spirit evermore is satisfied and still ! 

If angels smile when men believe,** 
Perchance, o'er hardon'd hearts they grieve. 
Bat do they thus forego their peace ? 
Or did the great Apostle's comfort cease 
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When thankless Israel cursed hiskpoor abode ? 

Not so— -for peace abides when souls are staid on God. 

The Christian by the world is known 

But dimly, for he lives alone ; 

His life is a retiring flower, 
Which gives its perfume in the stilly hour, 
And none can reach its covert, but those eyes. 
Which pierce the spirit's depth and read its mysteries. 

True, his is not a seraph's fire. 
And freer he would soar, and higher ; 
But can it dim his joys, to know 
That Heav'n will give him what he lacks below ? 
Or does the wanderer grieve o'er coming day. 
Because its silvery line is faint and far away ? 

Yet say, if such be Christians true. 
Should not the Church be tranquil too ? 
The waves which on the margin sleep. 

Proclaim they not the stillness of the deep ? 

Hence, then. Excitement, on thy fever'd wing ! 

And come, enlighten'd Faith, thou quiet, happy thing ! 

Let not our hearts deceived be. 
The Church is not what now we see ; 
This frantic rushing here and there. 
This casting off of fasting and of prayer. 
And fierce contempt of holy men of old. 
Bespeak a tainted flock, unworthy of the fold. 
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Th' impetuous prayer, the preacher s shout 
Have been imported from without ; 
Search we the rolls of ancient time, 
We find no trace of transports so sublime ! 
And vain such arts schismatic hosts to stem : 
They have not come to us, but we have gone to them ! 

No, — ^lower down our treasure lies. 

Beyond the ken of vulgar eyes. 

And there it w, howe'er the taint 
Of these sad times may cause our hearts to faint, — 
Seven thousand virgin souls, unwavering still, 
Though Baal's fires ascend from every grove and hill ! 



As, mom and eve, at toll of bell. 

To daily prayer I go, 
I see the simple words, which tell 

That Hannah sleeps below. 

Three score and nineteen years she knew 

This vale of toil and strife. 
And busily she battled through 

The joys and pains of life. 



41 

That fair one has a portion fair, 
Who keeps a tranquil breast ; 

But hers was everlasting care, 
And clamour, and unrest. 

E'en to this day mine ears receive 
At times, her accent shrill. 

And cannot even now believe 
That Hannah can be still. 

She saw her kindred struggling on 

For pleasure, or for pelf, 
Till one was left, and only one. 

And that was Hannah's self. 

But then 't was wonderful to view 
How, as her kindred past. 

Her soul more mild and milder grew. 
Till silence came at last. 

And when, in the cool evening time 

Of life's declining day, 
I spoke to her of things sublime. 

And ask'd if I should pray. 

She answer'd not in phrases fair. 
With rapture, or with rant. 

But calmly mingled in my prayer. 
Content that skill to want. 



I did not see if peace or pain 
Was in her dying face. 

For a long journey call'd mo the 
Into a distant place. 

But I am told her spirit past 

As silently away, 
Aa if it ne'er had been o'ercast. 

Or known a stormy day ! 



"© 3Ii!labm, my ^oii, mn Son," 

SSah., ivm., 33. 

Pleased we behold the stream at even 
Now sleeping in the glow of heaven. 
Now dancing on in dimpled flow ! 
But wbo can know that stream again, 
"When, white and foaming, aa in pain, 
It rashes from the steep amain. 
And thunders in the fi^hted gulphs below ? 

Bright is the orient cloud, that wute 
In blushes at the morning's gates. 
And drinks the earliest beams of light ; 
But, changed e'er noon, that summer cloud 
Bears in its breast the tempest loud. 
And, spreading wide its murky shroud. 
Enwraps tbe earth and skies in hues of night 1 
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E'en such the course that sinners ran ! 
In false tranquillity begun, 
Pursued in wretchedness and tears ! 
Short is their joy, their pleasures vain, 
But long the punishment and pain. 
And miseries, in endless train. 
Perplex and darken their declining years ! 

Full oft amid the banquet's din 
And beauty's smiles, the serpent sin 
Entwines the bright, uplifted bowl ! 
And often, in the dead of night, 
The monster creeps upon the sight. 
While conscience, rising in her might. 
Stabs with her dagger keen the shuddering soul ! 

Such thy career, distracted king ! 
Thy present countless sorrows spring 
From one dark year of blood and crime ! 
How dared thine heart, with passion fired, 
To gaze on beauty's hour retired ? 
Where, where was then thy soul inspired. 
And prophet's eye that pierced th' abyss of time ? 

Lo ! days of darkness, days of blood, 
Come rushing onward like a flood. 
And whelm thy sin-defiled abode ! 
In arms for thee, by thee betray'd. 
The stout Uriah low is laid. 
But, as he falls, his injured shade 
Invokes against thy throne the wrath of God ! 



What slirieks of anguish and despair 
Are these, which pierce the startled air. 
And loud to Heav'n for vengeance call ? 
O woeful hour ! a deed is done 
Which drawa a veil across the sim ! 
Thy Tainar mourns her honour gone, 
And 't was a brother's aiu that wrought her fall ! 

But deeper still the shadows come ! 
The wretched Amnon meets his doom, 
Suatch'd, mid hia guilty joys, away ! 
And, Cain-like, with that slaughter red, 
Thy begt-luved son exalts his head 
In treason, and his father's bed 
Defiles, before the sickening light of day ! 

Thy beautiful, thine Absalom, 
Has driven thee from thy regal home. 
To mix with Jordan's wave thy tears ! 
Ah ! Qot more freely flows that wave ! 
While in the oak, the young, the brave, 
Yet breathing hangs, with none to save,^ 
And in his rebel heart th' avenging spears!" 

" O Absalom, my son, my son !" 
Heaven hears, and earth, that deep-drawn moai 
Full of a father's breaking heart ! 
Again, again, and o'er and o'er. 
It comes, as on some lonely shore 
The billows break for evermore, 
Which know no ebb, and never can diipart !* ' 
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This is the bitterness of sin ! 

The utmost point and boundary line 

Of the great spirit's agony ! 

Ah I happy, who have pardon found, 

And heard, like thee, that sweetest sound. 

Falling like dew on parched ground, 

" Thy sin is put away, thou shalt not die !" 

Who will not clasp the cup of pain. 
Content its bitterest dregs to drain. 
If Hope's bright gem be in it cast ? 
O welcome still, from year to year. 
The sackcloth garb of souls sincere. 
The fast, the vigil, and the tear. 
If but in peace our souls may rest at last ! 



When the long glare of solar light 

Declines in summer's heaven. 
How silently the stars come out. 
To form a coronet about 
The pensive brow of Even ! 

Now here, now there, the timid rays 

Steal tremulously forth. 
Till every daughter of the night 
Has fill'd her little urn with light, 

And pours it on the earth. 



{ 



So quick the change— the welkin now 

A few pale stragglers bears — 
But look again, the circuit wide 
Is living light from side to aide, 
A wilderness of stars ! 

Ah ! think not that the Church has lost 

The glories of her Heaven ; 
It is as when the stars come out, 
To form a coronet about 
The pensive brow of Even ! 

Low, very low, the living flame 

Upon the altar bums. 
Yet some lone taper, day by day, 
Lights up its long-forgotten ray, 

And to its love returns. 

Man doth not live by bread alone 

By carking and by care. 
And mouths, miraculously fed. 
To Him who gives them daily bread, 

WiU daily witness bear. 

One from each house ! and is it so 

That one wc shall not see?*« 
Not one whose love has not wax'd dim — 
Not one to watch one hour with Him 
Who loves eternally ? 
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One from each house ! But if not that 

Our coldness can afford, 
Where sleep the showers of fiery rain, 
Driven by the Lord o'er Sodom's plain 

In fury, from the Lord ?*^ 

One from each house ! O where are they, 

Who, wing'd with love and joy, 
Kindled those beacon-fires at night. 
To speed along from height to height 
The tale of vanquished Troy !*» 

Or rather, where are they, the few. 

Whom Gideon led to fight. 
Keeping their lamps in buried power 
Burning unseen, till came the hour 

To blast the foeman's sight !* * 

Bold world ! who e'en her God forbids 

To cross her plans sublime ! 
All castes and creeds shall have her curse, 
That bate one drachma from her purse, 

One fragment of her time. 

Yet ask the saints of earlier days ! 

Alfred, or holy Bede,*^** 
Will call the Church that will not pray 
At mom and eve, and every day, 

A traitor to her creed. 
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Con he the volame know, who reads 
Bnt here and there a page ? 

Can untriinm'd lamps give luatre due ? 

Or birds, on wounded wings, pursue 
Their airy pilgrimage? 

Vain men will rush into the crowd ! 

It is not yet believed 
That, farther from the multitude 
Are sweeter joys, and greater good, 

Imparted and received. 

When will our spirits learn to feel 
That streams, whose waters run 
With nature, in the silent shade, 
Are fairer than the train'd cascade. 
That sparkles in the sun ? 



Ctme. 

When Earth is atiU, I sometimes hear 
A low, continued, murmuring sound. 
Which seems as travelling in the air. 
Toward some distant, shadowy bound. 
I hear it oft at dead of night. 
And sometimes in the broad sun-light. 
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We cannot trace it to the Earth, 
For 't is a thing which does not seem 
To come of any mortal birth ; 
Nor is it a disease, or dream ; 
Nothing within us, or around. 
Accounts for this mysterious sound. 

I judge it is some Spirit sent 
Over the battlements of Heaven, 
Who, on his earthward charge intent, 
Pursues his journey smooth and even. 
And, as he moves his pinions fair. 
Makes this low murmur in the air. 

But bards inspired, see form and feature, 
Where sober sight can nought descry ; 
And now, this Spirit's name and nature 
Will I describe, and tell you why 
He breathes these mystic harmonies. 
Sweet as the hum of hiving bees. 

His name is Time ; before the flood 
He rock'd the cradle of the world ; 
Days, years, and seasons are his food ; 
His mighty wings, in flight unfurl'd. 
Are quick as light, but regular, — 
And hence this murmuring in the air. 

His are yon chambers of the skies ! 
The sun is but a slave, sent forth 

c 
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Before his face, to ciy, " be wiie 
And tremble, all ye sons of earth !" 
The ploaets live but to explain 
The wondrous annals of his rei^. 

And when old ocean ro^ng poors 

His fury from his mighty vial. 

The tide-marks traced upon his shoreB, 

Are but as notea upon the dial, 

To tell, in characters Bublimo, 

The movements of resistless Time. 

Men, who have ne'er his form beheld, 
May slight his mandates and his law ; 
But, when he shews his front unveiVd, 
Angela before him bend with awe ! 
For, in his face, the face they aee 
Of his great sire, Etomityl*^ 

O Spirit, may thy touch of fear 
Be lightly laid on me and mine ! 
Teach me with reverence to hear 
The mnrmuring of thy wings divine, 
Whether it come at dead of night, 
Or reach me in the broad sun-light ! 



I 
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O say not thou that Peace is fled, 

See from the clouds she bends her head, 

Amd opes her arms to thee ! 
Lift up from Earth those downcast eyes. 
Call her, and she will leave the skies, 

Thy constant guest to be. 

Breathe but one prayer, and she will come ; 
In this world's scenes she finds no home. 

To them no smiles are given ; 
She dwells where Hope's bright hues appear, 
And Faith, as in a mirror clear, 

Gives back the light of Heaven. 

With thee she dwells, if but thou wilt^— 
And thine the cause, and thine the ^uili^ 

If she forsake thy bowers ; 
For bark ! the thoughtless worldlings say, 
Lo ! Virtue's track, and Wisdom's way. 

Are dark and hard as ours ! 

Then clear those eyes, that brow o'ercast,-*^ 
Thy home by Cbd's own altar pkccd'^^ 

No sacrilegious care. 
No wand'ring spirits of the night. 
Should come on dusky wings to blight 

The flow'r tha^t blossoms there \ 

c 2 
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" A glorious Church without a spot, 

Or wrinkle in lier frame," 
So run the words divine, — yet is there not, 
In these degenerate days of shame, 
A Church in all the world deserving of this name. 

Eastward I tnm mine eyes, and west, 

I ask of every wind, 
Bnt nowhere can I find a place of rest, 

A refuge for a weary mind ; 
And Earth is very dark, or I am very blind. 

Rome ta a Church — we grant ber claim — 

Bnt is she spotless now. 
As when from apostolic hands she came, 

Bidding the world hcfore her how, 
And with a crown of light upon her lofty brow ? 



Pure were she still, she still might call 

The nations to her foot ; 
But Time has tonoh'd her innocence, and all 
That iBsuoa from that tainted root, 
Unhealthy promise beara and questionable &uit. 

Look on her subject realms — and first 
On Gallia's glitt'ring land ; 



But here her magic bonds are well-nigh burst, 
For Gallia's sous her graap withstand, 
And the rebellious lilies tremble in her hand.°- 

Soul of St. Louis ! splendour now 

Surrounds thy throne on high. 
And brighter gives the view of things below. 

cast upon thy [and a pitying eye. 
And teach her careless sons their shrines to purify ! 

Or turn we to the soil of Spain, 

Still deadlier is the gloom ; 
Yet she too stirs beneath her galling chain. 
And, while we sadden o'er lier doom, 
We hear her murmurs deep against the pride of 
Rome.'^ 

Or seek that other hemisphere. 
With other planets bright ;'* 
There Truth was bom, her star will meet us there! 

Ah ! turn once more thy baffled sight, 
For Error has disturb'd the very springs of light ! 

C) sainted soil ! where Justin hled,'° 

And Jerome found a home, 
And Eloquence her golden fulness shed 

Upon the lips of Chrysostome, 
How weeps the pious soul to see tliy looks of gloc 

Bear, bear me back into the west, 
The darkest region there 



Will prove a refuge from this sight nnblest 
Of Israel's portion, once ao fair, 
O'ercaat with etoina of sin, and aliadow^ of despair. 

f)n ocean's verge behold the land 

Of light and liberty !" 
Where e'en Religion's self disdains to staiid 

In tutelage, and cannot see 
That wise and holy creatures never yet were free; 

The deepest sage is moet at school ; 

The stars which shino above, 
Walk in their courses by determined rule. 

And angels, in their boundless love. 
Have power upon their wings, and by permission 



Alaaf Cologne ! a joyous tone I 

From Rhine is heard to come ! ' ' 
And yet if this be truth, the Cross is gone ! 

Go bid Confessioa'a lips be dumb, 
And scatter to the winds the crowns of mMtyrdom! 

Turn, then, to where leme spreads*^ 

Her emeralds to the sight. 
In vain ! — for cither Rome, usurping, leads 

Her simple sons in paths of night, 
To which the Druid's creed was innocence and light ; 



Or, to the lowest depths by craft 
And ignorance debased. 
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Her faith is like th' intojiditing draught 
Her children swallow i& their haste, 
Mere water in our hands, but flame upon the taste. 

Fly now to Scotia's bleak abode, 

But not her deeds to praise, 
Since, on the ruins of a Church of God, 

Her darkling zeal has dared to raise 
A stem, forbidding sect, unknown to ancient days. 

Ah ! much-wrong'd Church ! thy griefs are great, 

And dark thy dwelling-place I 
Yet didst thou gain a royal smile of late, 

Which soothed thae for a little space, 
And caused a light to pass across thy pallid face ! 

O Faith ! how beautiful art thou, 

When thy resplendent rays 
Illume the crown upon a monarch's brow ! 
How regal, in youth's ardent days. 
To cheer dejected Trul^, when man her cause 
betrays ! 

England, my mother ! last of all 

I turn for light to thee ; 
There are, who say, that we should not recall 
Thy faults, but leaye thine altars free 
By Time's restoring hand, rebeautifiad to be. 

Yet, when a parent's sacred form 
Is sinking in the wave, 
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We praise the child, with filial virtue warm. 
Who flies her precious life to save, 
Albeit the grasp be rude, that lifts her from the 

Hear then the fearless, artless mus« ! 

Thy ritual is defaced, 
Thy faithful sons defrauded of their dues. 

And thine old British speech disgraced 
By low Genevan phrases nauseous to the taste. 

Think not in Fashion's haunts to know 

The fulness of thy pain. 
But seek thy fainting villages, or go 

To yonder dark and populous den, 
And hear the dreadful hum of uninstmcted men. 

And niust this song be closed in fear ? 

'Mid all these nations round, 
Lives there no ray of hope the Church to cheer 
Believe it not — her heart is sound. 
And, though her foes oppress, the promise is not 
bound. 

Peace will return when we become 

Prepared her face to see. 
Bome reaching forth to us, and we to Rome, 
We shall again united he, 
And every Church shall stand from spot and wrinkle 
free! 



NOTES 



^ The tomb o/Bede, in Dtirham*s Galilee, — p. 5. 
The Gralilee is the name given to the beautiful Chapel at the 
west entrance of Durham Cathedral. The penitents who were 
not yet re-admitted to the communion of the Church, used to as- 
semble here in ancient times. It is now fitted up with benches 
facing south, and an evening lecture is given here when the 
services of the Cathedral are over. 



' Descend, thou pitying angel, and erase 
His honoitr^d title from its ancient place. — p. 5. 
The legend relating to the surname of " Venerable,'' which is 
as inseparably attached to the name of Bede, as that of Judicious" 
to Hooker, is this : — The scholars of the Saint, being desirous to 
fix a rhyming title upon his tomb-stone, as was the custom in 
those times, the poet wrote 

H&c sunt in foss^ 
Bedse ossa. 

Placing the word " ossa" at the latter end of the verse for the 
rhyme, but, not able to think of any proper epithet that would 
stand before it, the monk being tired in this perplexity to no pur- 
pose, fell asleep ; but when he awoke, he found his verse filled up 
by an angelic hand, standing thus in fair letters upon the tomb, 

Hie sunt in fossa 
Bedse Yenerabilis ossa. 

c3 



' Whal none venerate is not venerable. — p. 5. 
the kind of reuauing hero alluded to, is not uncommonly aiH ■ 
plied to the Bitual, and evPii to tho Doctrines, of onr Church, ai 
withoiit Buccega, if wo may judge from the cheere which ifc 4 
LT charitahle meetings. 



* Tnie, the greal laini rlid /irealhe monaalic air, 
And dailg bow'd his kneeg in puttie prayer, — ^p. 6 
We find the following BOntance, written bj Bede huDBelf, EeOnI 
HiHt. p. 262. 12ino. ad. 1601. "Cunctum tempus vitio in mon 
tfrii habitotjone paragens, onuiem meditandia acripturiB open 
dedi, atqne inter abaervantiam diHCiplime regularis ct ifuolidian: 
- - ■- imj stmper nut iliacera, nut docere, i 
t>cribero dulco habni." 



' And his ne'er-ibrinkiTHi hand eihaitiledfeil 
Ifead, {tn th* illumined page it iored so veU. — p, i 
M the time of his death he was angiiged in translating St. 1 
m'a Gospel, and died on the Hoor of hie cell, almoat in the act ] 



■ Dull, daili/ praj/er ii made /or Phariteei .' — p. 6. 

Cerlain writers of the prssent day h»ye drawn b vary ingeniaiu 
uimparison bctwoen the Aaglo-Calhotica, who toe now m laud- 
ably engaged in restoring nur declining Church, and the ancient 
PhariseeB. We have alao lately heard, in more qaart*™ than one, 
that these men betray tlie same kind of epirit which induoed 
the Pharisees lo diiplay their phihMaeries, nnd to enliirge the bor- i 
dent of their gurmenta. 



' Mre Rome, w gel, icith sinoolh delutive longup, ^c- 
It is not liislorically true that the carraptionB of Bume had a 
aa yet appeared in oor iahmd when Durham Cathedrul v 
bnilt ; all that is here Bail), in, that they had not aa yet attained V, 
I Uieir full height. 
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Her tpeUs fhrouffh aU the okarmed air had hurVd."^, 6. 

« Thus I httpl 
My daszling spells into the ^nngy air." 

Milton, Comut, 



* Ocean dons his countless gems, and laughs. — ^p. 7. 

irovricjv Tt KVfiaTCJv 

'avrfpiBfiov yeXoATfia 

iEscHTL. Prom. 89. 



^ ® When Heaven and Earth new-made shall rise, and wear 
Immortal robes y imperishablg fair. — p. 7. 
'' We, according to his promise, look for new heavens and a 
new earth, wherein dwelleth righteousness." — 2 Pet. iii. 13. 



> » On the blast 

A stormy spirit sprung in fiery haste. — p. 7. 
Martin Luther. 



* ' One little spot of sky, serene and clear, 

Shoots from the genial south a cheering ray, — p. 8. 

Oxford is here alluded to. It is to he home in mind, that the 
lines are written at Durham. 



* ^ Loud, from porch and altar, sounds the groan 
Of her false gods, preparing to be gone ^ — p. 9, 
'^Expassse repent^ deluhri fores; et audita major humani 
Tox, ' excedere Deos :* simul ingens motus excedentium." 

Tacitus Hist. v. 1 3. 
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■ ' Tltet» airy galleries, and (Ail tcitpttired,fiiiiyr. — p. 9. 
By " airy jtatleries" here ia not laaact our unsightly and d 
votioul modern invention, but those elevated paaBageB which | 
were coatrived (o allow the mooliH to pasa from one side of b 
cathedral lo the other without disturbing the Berricc. There L 
(ins of these, of a very renmrkable kind, crosHing the eust window 1 
of York Minster. 
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lately attended the BBi-vices of this catliedraJwilladmit. 



" Our holier rihi, and deeper mgsieries. — p. 11. 
ThJB passage was suggested by the remark of the lament 
Froude, that " the altar in the Christian Church is more aacred 
than the Holy of Holies was in the Jewish temple. Rehains, 
i., part i., p. 372. 



' ' And loose/or Ihee the f 
" The same day were all the fo 
up." Gbj.., vii., 11. 


untaine of the deep.- 
untains of the great ( 


-,. IS. 


" Whenee the lone corm'ranli wing their Jlighl. 
These birds may ^quently be seen □□ this coast 
mile* within a few inches of the surface of the sen. 
two of them together. 


-p. IS. 


■ ' A nber hoaie ! A pea 
Our soundest Divine* have n 
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such, but only when abused. See Archbishop Bbahhall's 
Works, vol. i, disc, ii., p. 64, 65. Two of their chief abuses are 
here alluded to, viz., their allegiance to a foreign power, and their 
exemption from Episcopal jurisdiction. The ancient Fathers, 
however, we should remember, with all their approbation of the 
monastic life, represent the position of a monk in his monastery 
as far less honourable than that of a parish priest, when the latter 
does his duty faithfully. See for instance St. Chrysostome, De 
Sacerdotio, lib. vi. § 5, where the comparison is as of a private man 
to a king. See also the preceding sections of the same book. 



*** Such blessed homes, in early days, 

• Our Christian sires were wont to raise. — ^p. 1 3. 

In Palestine, we can hardly perhaps point out the time in Cliris- 
tian history when monasteries did not exist. They began in and 
about Carthage, in St. Augustine's time, and the monks were 
inclined to take too literally what our Lord says about the fowls of 
the air and the lilies of the field ; giving themselves up to utter 
idleness. — St. Aug. Retract., lib. ii., c. 21. 

Here in Britain, we find that in Bede's time, at least when he 
wrote his history, monasteries were not numerous, but they were 
rapidly increasing in number ; and the desire to enter them was so 
great, that many persons used to cross over to the Grallic and 
Prankish monasteries. Bede Hist., lib. iii., c. viii., 12mo. £d., 
1601., p. 101. 



' * Where larger ether spreads above. 
And Heavens eternal sunshine fiings 
Its purple light upon your wings ! — p. 14. 
'^ Largior hie campos aether et lumine vestit 
Purpureo," 

ViRG. ^neid, vi. 640. 



' ' When IrraeCu dag 

(^ penUenoe had pass'd aviay.—p. 15. 
" If thon hadst knowu, even thoa, at leaat in this liiy day, &e.^ 



■* And borne upon their soitading ihieldi, 

ITiejiers shafts of hard fought fields.— ^. Hi. 
" Taking the sliield of faith wherewitb ye shall be able t 
allthcfiery darta of the wicked."— EPH.,vi., 16. 



■ ' HU tras the pen, and his the daring tongue. 

Which toiPd so hard la juit^fy the rcrong. 

When martgr'd Charles upon the scaffold fell.— p. 1 

MUIod'b Saciniaoism ia now dear ; and of his labours towards. I 

justifying the murder uf the king, imiumerahle instauces appeal I 

iu hia proae worka. See his work entitled " Second Defence of I 

tlie People of England against au AnonymouB Libclj eotitEed, 'Tli» I 

Rojal Blood Ci^iiig to Heaven for Vengeance on the Bnglisil ] 

Pamcides.' " 



"And rather bear the oftoinn of Rome, 

Than Protestant licentiotaness. — p. IS. 

Sy " Protestant licentiouBoess" I mean, as the next atan: 

shew, that alptatg, which, as Tertullian so emphatically n 

□a, means private judgment, or the rejection of Catholic cc 

aa less tmstworthy than our own reason. 



" Andsee! while faction grasps the knife, 
Fanalie furies urge her on, — p. lU. 
The " niartlat ChriBtiau Church" which used ia hold its meet- I 
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ings a few weeks ago, somewhere in Birmingham — and I suppose 
in other parts of the kingdom also — ^isan ominous i^>pel]ation,and 
forms a strong comment on the above lines, as indeed does the 
word " Rererend," which we find prefixed to the names of cer- 
tain persons, who figured in the recent disturbances. 



* ' Who think with oily lips to please, 

While war lies smouldering in the heart. — ^p. 20. 
" The words of his mouth were softer than butter, having war 
in his heart : his words were smoother than oil, and yet be they 
very swords." — Ps., Iv., 22. 



** As parted streams conjoin, S/^c. — p. 20. 
Alluding to a beautiful ^impse of the Wharf in the low ground, 
about a mile from the abbey, towards the Strid. 



> > WJio taught our mitred sires of old, 

To brave Augustine^s glance of fear. 
And warn him from the British fold. — p. 20. 
I am not forgetful, in these lines, that we trace our Englisii 
succession through Augustine, that his name is preserved in the 
Calendar prefixed to our Prayer Book, with that of St. Alban and 
the old British Saints, and thiit venerable Bede, whom I have 
praised in a previous poem, was a member of that Church of 
which he (under Grod) was the founder. But, with all our obli- 
gations to him, we cannot but applaud the firmness of the British 
Biriiope, properly so caUed, who resisted him when he '' stretched 
himself beyond his measure," and ventured upon ground which 
was already occupied. The answer of the British Churches to him , 
on that occasion, is well known. It was given through the Bishop 
of Banch(}r, and is this, — ^ The Bishop of Banchor, in the name 



of the Britisli Cburolies, declares, that they owe tho aabj^ction of 
brotherly kindneBS and charity to the Church of God, and to the 
Pope of Rome, and to all ChriBtians, hut other obedience than that 
they do not know to be due to him they call Pope ; uid, for their 
parts, they are under the jurisdiction of the Bishop of Caerleon- 
upon-Uak, who ia, under God, their spiritoal overseer sad direc- 
tor." See Bishop Stillingfleet's Ocig. Britaimicee, in dae, 

*° In^KUtur^i game begim to fail at last. — p. 22, 
It is BatiBfactflry to find, from Etatistical returns lately praciirB<Iy J 
that some uf the forma of religious deoeption which prevail among 1 
us, have, of late yoara, greatly fallen off m the number of their I 
followers. 

■ ' To make 'mid Hermim's moonlight detna t/ieir home.— 



^' Ye wixarda who haveJilCd out world ivilh irander, 

And captive led out guileless dames. 

The time u come to break your viandi in sunder. 

And give your iiolames to theflantei. — p. 24. 

" Of this sort are they which creep into houses and lead cap- 

^e siliy woraeu.— 2 Tim., iii,, 6. " Miuiy of tiiem also, which used 

>rioDsiLrta, brought their books tocher, and burned them before 

I men ; bo mightily grew the word of God, and prevailed."— ACTS, , 



' ' Ye are lOTc'reTi all, and n"I the power of God.— p. "ii. 

" There was a certwn man which used sorcery, and bewitched 

the people of Somann, giving OQt that himself was gome great ona, ' 

lo whom tliey all gave heed, £rom the least to the greateet, saying, I 

This man ia the great power of Qod. — Acts, viii., 9, 10. 



65 

** A living power has touch' d them, and in death 
They Hve to God.--]^. 26. 
'* He is not a Grod of the dead, but of the living : for all live 
unto him." — Luke, %x,, 38. 



* ^ Not evU only, but unlook*dfor good 
Is full of fear, 
And tells ev*n drivelling Folly's godless brood 
That God is near, — p. 27. 
'' They shall fear the Lord and his goodness in the latter days." 
— HoSEA, iii., 5. 

*^ The fool hath said in his heart, there is no Grod." — Psalm, 
xiv., 1. 



* * One mighty voice of all antiquity 
Decides our faith, ^c, — p. 28. 
'^ There is one Lord, one Faith, one Baptism, one Grod and 
Father of all."— Eph., iv., 5. 



* ' One Judge wHl s\ft us all before the great white throne. — 

p. 28. 

'' I saw a great white throne, and Him that sat on it, and I saw 
the dead, small and great, stand before God." — Ret., xx., 11, 12. 
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So says the Sage of Sages, ^c, — p. 28. 
'' It is better to go to the house of mourning than to the house 
of feasting, &c" — Eccles., vii., 2. 



*» / know that flying mischief, ever growing, ^c. — p. 31. 
YiRQ. (Eneid., It., 174. 



Who realks enveloped in Au wmulToat itory, 
At if'tvere naiMitg aorth,aad n^es him in Ihal glorg.— 



' ' Hope, like an angel, apringt into the ikiei, 

Amtupeiu lo the dag the tide efeenttiriei. — p. 37. 
" Magnus ab integro stecloruiB nascttor ordo." — Viso., Ec., ii 



' And teith hia mothei'i virl 



1 rule o'er land and ae 



" PaeatiimquB reget patriia virtiitilius orbem. 



• ' // angele smile ii'hen men believe, ^c— p. 38. 
"There is joy in the presence of the angels of God o' 
aner that repcnieth." — Luke, xv., 10. 



* ' While in the oak the young, the brave, 

Yel breathing hangs, ailh none to lave,— 

And in Au rebel heart th' asenging speara, — p. 4 

" And Joab took three darta in his hand, aud thrust thcn^l 

through the heart of Absalam, while he was yet olive in dM^ 

midst of the oak. And ten young men that bare Joab's 

compassed about aad smote Absalom, and slow him." — S S. 

xviii., M, IS. 



* ^ As on some lonely shnre 

The biUowi break for evermure. 
Which (tutw no e6b, and never can depart. — p. 1 
The billawa of the Mediterranean, in which there a: 
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* * One from each hou$e t and it it so 
That one we shall not tee ? — ^p. 46. 
The 15th Canon of our Church, which relates to our week-day 
servieee, ends thus, ^ We wish erery householder dwelling within 
half-a-mile of the Church to come, or said one at least of his 
household, fit to join with the minister in prayers." 



* ' Where tleep the thowert ofjlery rain^ 
Driv'n by the Lord o*er Sodom* t plain. 
In fury from the Lord, — p. 47. 
''Then the Lord rained upon Sodom and upon Gomorrah, 
brimstone and fire from the Lord out of heaven." — Gen., xix.,24. 



* * O where are they, 

Who, winged with love and joy, ^c. — p. 47. 
See .^CHTLus Aoamem, 289. — 324. 
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Where are they, the few, 
Whom Gideon led to Jiff ht, ^c— p. 47. 
Judges, vii., 16—20. 



* « Yet ask the saints of earlier days ! 
Alfred or holy Bede, ^c, — p. 47. 
For Bede's attention to th^ daily serrices of the Church, See 
Supr^ Note 4. Of King Alfred we read, that "he used to fre- 
quent the public service every day, slip sometimes from his court 
into the Church, and seldom missed any stated hours of prayer, 
either by day or «i^A<."—CoLLiER Ecc. Hist., Vol. L, p. 401. 



• » For, in his face, the f cute they tee 
Of hit great tire, Eternity I — p. 60. 
The expreteion of Jean Baptiste Rousseau, that Time is 



JJhn^ge mobile, 
De I'iintnobile (tenaK, 
luis been much admired It is not, perhnpe, quite original, a 
appear from tho follaiviiig remarli of FoxiuH Morzillus, Lib. i., c. 
12, p. 51. "PlatoinTimaKidBmimdiatquBMiimsaortudJBserens, 
tempuB esse eletnitalU imaginem ini^uit, mundanai inoftoni inhar- 



Thepoffioge in the Tinueus, to vhich thiH commentatar alludes, 

Upa ipaviv, iroui /livovros 'auSvof iv ivi car' apiBiibv ISaav 
aiMviBV iiic6va, rovrov iv S^ XP^^"''' ^''^l'^"'!^''' ^' ^*- | 



' ' And the rebellions liliet Iremble in her hand. — p. 53. ^t 
The GrttlliEiQ Church, aa is well known, has always been a. moat 
refructor; portion of the Papal dominions. Its celebrated de- 
claration concerning the Ecclesiastical Power, ui the year 1 682, 
is giren at length in English, and in the original Latin, in Leslie 
ON THE ReuALi!, p. 270 et seq. " In this most tender point of the 
HUpremacj," says Leslie, " the Galliean Church are heretios aa 
well as we, yet this breaks no coouniuiion between it and Borne, 
and what is the reason ) Thereisbnt one, that [Bapdiific, because 
the Galliean Chnrch ore loo great a body to disoblige. And the 
lato of England baa taught the conrt of Rome more caution. — 
Leslie on the Reoale, p. 213, 344. 



' We hear her munr. 



■a deep agaiTuI Ihe pride of Rome.— 



it has lately token place in Spain, in many reapecta 
like our English Reformation ; bo alarming, indeed, ia the resem- 
blance, that the Pope has required the prayers of all christians, 
that that Church may be retained iu tho Roman obedience. The 
letter mating this requisition is dated the 2ith of February, of 
thia present jear, and is entitled — " Apoalohcail Letter of our 
very Reverend Father in God, Pope Gregory XVI, commanding 
public prayers to be made on account of the sad state of Religion 
in the kingdom of Spain, with plenary iudulgenca in form » 
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^* Or seek that other hemisphere 
With other planets bright. — p. 53. 
The Eastern Church. 



^^ O sainted soil I where Justin hied 
And Jerome found a home, — ^p. 53. 
Justin Martyr was from Samaria, as he himself informs us. — 
Op. p. 397. Ed. 1722. Grotius remarks this, in his comment on 
Luke, ii, 7. St. Jerome was a monk of Palestine. 



^ ' On ocean* s verge behold the land 
Of light and liberty, — ^p. 54. 
America. 



^ "* Alaaf Cologne ! a joyous tone 

From Rhine is heard to come, — p. 54. 
See the Speech of the King of Prussia on laying the first stone 
of the Cathedral of Cologne, and the remarks of the British Critic 
on that event, in its last nimiber, p. 525, 526, where the speech 
is given at length. 



** Turn, then, to where leme spreads 
Her em*ralds to the sight, — ^p. 54. 
Ireland is called leme by Strabo, Lib. it, and by Claudian, in 
two passages, 

Sootorum cumulos flevit glacialis leme. 

In 4 ConsuL Honorii, v. 33. 
Totam cum Scotus lemen 
Movit, et infesto spumavit remige Tethys. 

De Laudibus Stilioon, Lib. ii., v. 251. 
Juvenal mentions Ireland as having been conquered by the 
Romans (but that is a poetical exaggeration), and calls it Juvema. 
Sat. 2., 1.160. 
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Arma quidem vJtrk 
Littora Jnyernsd promovimu, et modo captas 
Orcadas, ac minimd contentos nocte BritaaiioB. 



^^ To which the DruitPs creed wets innocence and light. — 

p. 54. 
It has been argued that the primitive seat of the Druidical sys- 
tem of worship was Ireland, on the following grounds, First, that 
the country was known at a very early period to the ancient mari- 
ners of southern Europe by the appellation of the Holy Island ; 
and Secondly, that, though Csesar found Druids in Gaul, he himself 
tells us that they were always sent to complete their religious 
education in Britain. And, from later authorities it appears, that 
the sanctuary of the Druids was not in Britain itself, but in the 
Island of Anglesea, from which the communication with Ireland 
was easy. 
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